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Coming Down 


Author's Notes: 
Rated M for suicide and mentions of people cutting themselves. 


"What about us? / What about us? / What about us? / Isn't it enough?! 

The audience's voice rose to a scream as Tarja and Sharon sang the final note of Paradise in perfect unison. 
Sharon turned to her girlfriend with a grin on her face. Tarja returned the smile with just as much, if not 
more, brilliance as the Dutch singer. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, Tarja Turunen!" Sharon spoke into the microphone motioning to the Finn 

Tarja grinned at the crowd and took a small, gracious bow. "Thank youl" she thanked them, waving a short 
goodbye before running offstage. Sharon's eyebrows knitted together for a split second: she was sure that 
Tarja had shot her a saddened and apologetic glance. But then the moment passed into oblivion and Sharon was 
once again immersed in the concert as Ruud began to play the guitar introduction to ‘Faster’ and the crowd 


exploded in cheers once again. 


Sharon almost skipped backstage after they had taken their final bow. Their Canadian audience had been 


excellent, always knowing when to sing something themselves, exactly when to clap their hands, and really 


knowing how to punch the air on beat. Grinning, Sharon looked around for her girlfriend, a small frown appearing 
on her face when she realized that she wasn't at the venue. 

"Hey, Stefan .. Have you seen Tarja?" Sharon asked the Swedish guitarist. 

Stefan shook his head. "Nope. Haven't seen her since you two sang Paradise. She could have gone back to the 
hotel .. Maybe she was tired and wanted to lie down or something." 

Sharon nodded in agreement. "Yeah, probably. She tires quickly. I'll go check on her and change and then I'll join 
you guys for the after party. | might have a shower before as well." 

“Alright, then. I'll tell the rest of the guys for you," Stefan told her, motioning to where Jeroen and Mike stood 
with a bottle of water in hand. 

Sharon smiled. "Thanks. I'll see you in .. Twenty, thirty minutes?" 

"Sounds good," Stefan said, reaching for a bottle of beer. 


The moment Sharon walked into the hotel room that she shared with Tarja, she knew that something was 
wrong. Even if Tarja was sleeping, it seemed almost too quiet. A feeling of unease settled in Sharon's stomach 
as she unzipped her boots and hung her coat up on the coat rack. 

"Tarja?" Sharon called. 

No response. 

The lack of response immediately set Sharon on edge. Tarja was a light sleeper, and often in Sharon simply 
whispered her name, she would wake up. 

"Tarja? Are you here?" 

Still nothing. No ‘I'm herel! or ‘In the bathroom. Not even a groan signalling that Sharon had woken the Finn up. 
"Tarja?" Sharon entered the small kitchen that the hotel had provided only to find it completely empty. The bed 
was untouched. 

Biting her lip, Sharon dialled Tarja's number. 

Sanctus Espiritus, redeem us from our solemn hour .. 

Sharon's eyes widened as ‘Our Solemn Hour’ began playing from a distance. That was Tarjas ringtone, signalling 
that the incoming call was from Sharon. With a furrowed brow, Sharon traced the noise, following it to the 
half-closed bathroom door. She knocked softly on the door before entering, only for her phone to slip out of 
her hand and crack on the tiled floor. 

Tarja lay on the bathroom floor, her green eyes open but blank, an empty pill and bleach bottle lying next to 
her still form. The bleach soaked Tarja's black hair and stage clothing. 

Sharon screamed, rushing forwards to grab her girlfriend by the shoulders. Tarja lay limp in Sharon's arms as 
the Dutch woman desperately tried to find a pulse in the Finn's neck, screaming again when she found nothing. 
Sharon tried to ignore just how cold Tarja's fair skin was as she shook her desperately, begging for her to 
wake up. 

"Tarja .. Tarja, please .. wake up, please!" Sharon sobbed, clutching her girlfriend in a tight embrace. "Please, 
please .. Tarja, wake up .." 

Gasping, Sharon pulled away, reaching for her phone, cursing when the screen remained black. In a state of 
desperation, she reached into Tarjas pocket, praying that it hadn't broken when she fell. 

Bling! 

Sharon grasped the working phone in trembling hands, racking her brain trying to remember what the 
emergency phone number was in Canada 

Come on, Sharon, think! Nne .. t starts with a nine .. Nne-one-one, that's it! 


Her hands shaking, Sharon quickly dialled the three-digit number. 

"Nine-one-one, what's your emergency?" a cool female voice spoke from the other side of the line. 

Sharon couldn't stop herself from letting out a sob. "My girlfriend .. She's tried to kill herself .. | can't find a 
pulse or anything!" Sharon was on the verge of hysterics as she forced the words out. 

Oh, Tarja .. Why did you do this? Sharon cried out in her mind. 

The conversation made Sharon want to scream. How could the dispatcher be so calm when Sharon was on the 
verge of falling apart? It infuriated her and when the dispatcher told her to stay on the line, Sharon flung 
Tarja's phone across the room where it shattered on the far wall. It was only then when she noticed a slip of 
folded up paper that teetered dangerously on the edge of the bathroom counter. 

Slowly, Sharon took it and could barely suppress a sob when she saw her name written on it in Tarja's 
unmistakeable hand. Her lower lip trembling, Sharon unfolded it, only for more of Tarja's slanted writing to 


stand out at her. Taking a deep breath, she began to read. 
Dear Sharon, it read. 


By the time that youre reading this, | know that Hl already be dead | know that youre most likely asking yourself 
why | did this .. after all the four was going so well and you were with me and loved me. That was really all that | 
could ever want. 

But now you must be asking yourself, if | had everything, then why did | kill myself? | blame everything on myself. | 
managed to bring myself unintentionally to a burnout and that lead to my depression Im sorry that | never asked 
for your help. Im sorry that | managed fo hide it a litte too well Im sorry that | left you. But there was no other 
way. Im sure that if | did reach out to you for help, that you would try your best, but | know that | wouldn't get 
any better. | didn’t want you pity and worry. That would make me worse. 

| couldn't see any other way forward. F the tour kept up, it would only get worse. And I knew that | couldn't last 
until the end of the tour .. With the show that Within Temptation played tonight, we werent even halfway through! 
| couldn't stand another night of knowing that | was being constantly judged and criticized for everything | do. 
Everything | wear, and what I look like. Who is that monster who looked back at me out of the mirror? Nothing 
more than myself. 

| know that I have hurt you, but | know that it is the only way. Im sorry that | had to do this to you, but | know 
that it would happen sooner or later. | knew that it would happen ever since Tuomas fired me from Nightwish. | 
knew that it would happen ever since | divorced Marcelo. | knew that it would happen ever since | was torn from 
my daughter. Ever since you broke up with Robert for me. | couldnt live with myself another day .. | couldnt face 
another day of shame. Look at all the hurt Ive caused | can't change the past, no matter how hard | try. There is 
no way To reverse time and heal the scars that | have inflicted upon many. 

| see who | really am now. Ive answered your song Im a selfish, disgusting, beast. And the only way for me to get 
rid of it was to die. You dont deserve me, you deserve someone better, so much better than me. Live life, be 
happy. Give Robert another chance, | know that he still longs for you, and every day that he spends with you 
sends a dagger through his heart. Eva, Logan, and Robin would love it if they got to see their biological father more 
offen. If you no longer feel for him, then | understand, but please, let me go. 

But disregarding all that | have written so far, | want you fo know that | love you. | love you more than you can 
imagine. Please fell Robin, Eva, and Logan that | love them too. F you can contact Marcelo for me, please tell him 
that none of this is his fault and fell him to say hi and | love you to Naomi on my behalf. Tell my band and the 
rest of Within Temptation that | give them my blessings. If its not too hard, | would lke it if you could somehow 


contact Nightwish and my family and fell them what happened before they find out in the newspapers 


Please. Let me go now. 
Love Tarja 


Sharon let out a choked sob, clutching Tarja's final letter in her hands. She held Tarja's body close to her, 
crying openly into her girlfriend's bleach-filled hair. 

"No, Tarja .. | could never let you go .. Please come back to me!" Sharon sobbed, her tears flowing down her 
cheeks in earnest. 


But, as before, there was no response. 


Sharon stood up at once as the doctor approached her. "How is she? Is she alright? Is she awake?" she 
demanded, fighting the tremor in her voice. 

"Ms. den Adel, I'm very sorry .." the doctor began, his voice filled with regret. 

Sharon blanched. Her brown eyes widened in shock as her knees gave out underneath her. For a moment, her 
mind fell blank. She couldn't do anything, she couldn't think of anything. "No .." she whispered. 

The doctor didn't say anything. 

"Nol" Sharon screamed. Other people in the waiting room looked at her in surprise and slight anger for 
screaming, but she paid them no attention. "No! You're wrong!" 

The doctor bowed his head. "Ms. den Adel, l'm sorry, we were too late. She overdosed with very strong 
sleeping pills and washed them down with bleach. The two worked very quickly and .." 

"No! She can't bel She can't be ... dead .." Sharon's voice broke and suddenly she couldn't keep the tears back 
any longer and she buried her face in her hands, her palms doing little to muffle the sobs that broke free 
from her mouth. She could feel the pitying stares that burned into her skull. 

The doctor just stood and watched as Sharon feel apart on the floor. She screamed, cried, and begged the 
doctor that he was wrong, that Tarja was still alive. But somewhere deep inside Sharon's stomach, she knew 
that the doctor was right, that she would never again see Tarja's beautiful smile, her brilliantly green eyes, 
taste her soft lips, smell her fresh scent. Somewhere she knew that Tarja was gone, dead, never again to 
speak, to sing. 

"I. | want to s-see her," Sharon said finally, wiping her eyes with her sleeve and pushing herself up from the 
ground. 

"Ms. den Adel, I'm not sure if its a good idea," the doctor told her, but Sharon cut him off. 

"Let me see her!" Sharon yelled, her hands forming fists. 

The doctor hesitated, but finally gave in to Sharon's agorized stare. "Fine," he said gravely. "Follow me." 
Sharon unclenched her hands and followed suit, her breathing almost reaching a state of hyperventilation. The 
doctor led her through a maze of hallways before finally reaching an elevator. Shaking, Sharon stepped into it, 
her eyes widening when the doctor pressed the button marked with a large B. 

"Basement?" she asked, praying that the doctor had pressed the wrong button 

"She's already been moved," was all the doctor said. 

Sharon's body began to shake even harder. He said that Tarja had already been moved. She could have only 
been moved one place. 

The morgue. 

When the elevators’ doors opened, Sharon was greeted with the sharp stench of disinfectants. She forced 


herself out of the elevator with stiff steps, dreading what she would see. The doctor lead her down a spacious 
hallway, finally pushing open a pair of swinging doors. 

"In here," he said emotionlessly. 

Sharon bit her lip so hard that she could feel her teeth break the skin. Slowly, she moved through the open 
doors, following the doctor through the maze of ‘lockers’ in which she knew held bodies. 

Then the doctor stopped and produced a key, unlocking the locker to Sharon's immediate right. She held her 
breath as the doctor wheeled out a body covered in a white sheet. Even though Sharon couldn't see the body's 
face, she would recognize that form anywhere. Slowly, the doctor peeled down the sheet to reveal Tarja's 
frozen face. 

Sharon rushed forwards and reached underneath the sheet to grasp Tarja's hand, flinching when she realized 
how cold it had become. With her other hand, she brushed a few dyed black strands of hair out of Tarja's 
face. The Finn looked so peaceful, as though she was sleeping. Sharon noted that the doctors had closed Tarja's 
emerald eyes for good and washed off the makeup that once covered Tarjas eyes and lips. Sharon's fingers 
desperately searched her neck once more for a pulse in vain, some part of her still believing that she couldn't 
be dead, no she couldn't be dead. 

Tears ran down Sharon's cheeks as she traced her girlfriend's facial features. The hollow of her cheeks, the 
bridge of her nose, the outline of her lips. It was then when she stood next to the dead singer that she 
realized just how much she longed for one more kiss, one more word, one more laugh, one more smile, one 
more beautifully sung note, one more minute, one more second, just one more. Sharon laid her head on Tarja's, 
noting how she could no longer hear the steady beat of her heart, feel the rise and fall of her breaths. 

"| could never let you go," Sharon tried to make her words as coherent as possible through her choked voice. "| 
love you. You can't even begin to imagine what this has done to mel | love you, | love you, | love you. I'll never 
stop loving youl | could never go back to Robert or to anyone else because | love you. | could never start again 
because it would never feel right, because | would never love them like | love you. | love you." 

Sharon's tears stained the white sheet that covered Tarja's body. Then she pulled herself away and kissed 
Tarja's lips lightly. Then she righted herself, turned away, and ran. She ran though the maze of hidden bodies, 
losing herself. She could hear the doctor calling her from behind but she paid him no attention. Then Sharon 
crumpled, sobbing into her hands uncontrollably. 

"No, Tarja," Sharon whispered, gasping for breath in between words. "No .." She felt like her heart was being 
pulled apart, string by string with a white-hot pair of knives and needles. Her head spun and ached, and her 
whole entity screamed. It was if her skin had been flayed off, she had been stabbed through the heart on a 
stake, and been drowned repeatedly, but still, somehow, Sharon lived The waves threw her again and again 
against sharp and rocky cliffs, but each time, Sharon surfaced. She slapped the ground with her hands and 
screamed, unable to control herself anymore. 

"Ms. den Adel!" 

Sharon spun around to see the doctor standing a few meters away from her, panting hard. "Get me out of 
here!” Sharon shrieked. "Get me out, bring me home!" 

The doctor took a few hesitant steps towards her. "Follow me, please," he told her, a small tremor audible in 
his thin voice. 

Sharon pushed herself up from the floor, tears streaming silently into her mass of tangled brown hair. "Just 
bring me home. | need to phone a few people," she said, her voice oddly emotionless. There was nothing left 
now. She was empty. Tarja's death leaving only an empty void and an aching pain behind. There was nothing left 
for Sharon here, only an empty shell that looked like the Finnish singer who Sharon so loved. There was no 


trace of the woman who used to hold warmth, talent, love, laughter, life in her small body. 

The doctor said nothing and lead her out of the morgue. As soon as Sharon was outside of the sterilized 
graveyard, she was immediately hit by an intense wave of nausea and vomited on the floor, the stench 
bringing tears to her eyes. The doctor just sighed and signalled to a few others to clean up. "I'll take you to 
the bathroom," he said once Sharon had enough strength to push herself up. 

Sharon could only nod. As soon as she entered the bathroom, she barely made it to the toilet before she 
threw up again. Coughing, she dragged herself over to the sink, washing the vile taste of her bile out of her 
mouth. Sharon's eyes grew wide as she caught sight of her reflection in the mirror. Blue and black streaks of 
makeup painted her cheeks and her brown eyes were swollen and red. Underneath the streaks on her cheeks, 
she could see that her skin was oddly as pale as sheet, but at the same time flushed from crying. Her brown 
hair was in even more of a mess than it was after she had left the stage. Sharon's frame seemed so fragile 
that it seemed that it could shatter at simply the lightest touch. 

This is where you left me, Tarja, Sharon thought, another tear trickling down her cheek, dragging more makeup 
along with if. Why did you do this to me? 


To Tell You 


Robert clutched his stomach, doubled over in laughter. 

"And then," Ruud continued, wiping tears of laughter from his own eyes, "Helena was all like, ‘What the fuck, 
George?!" 

Robert and the rest of the band howled in laughter. Mike rolled off the couch one onto the floor, unable to 
control his movements anymore. Jeroen held onto Stefan for support as he was on the verge of falling off as 
well. 

Ring! Ring! Ring! 

Robert looked down at his phone in surprise, his eyebrows rocketing up when he saw that it was Sharon who 
called him. "Hey, Sharon," he greeted her, a grin still stretching his face. 

"Robert .." The smile on Robert's face instantly disappeared. He could clearly hear the tears in Sharon's voice, 
which seemed to be on the edge of breaking. 

‘Sharon, what happened? Are you okay?" Robert asked, seeing how the rest of the bad immediately sobered 
when Robert mouthed She's crying. 

".. Put me on speakerphone, | know you're with the guys and they need to hear this," Sharon's voice trembled. 
Slowly Robert drew the phone away from his ear, pressing his finger to the button that would put Sharon on 
speakerphore. "Okay," he said carefully, "we can all hear you. What happened?" 

Suddenly Sharon's sobs filled the room. The guys exchanged a worried glance at one another in silence, all the 
laugher that once filled the room gone. Finally Sharon spoke. "T-Tarja .. She .. She's d-d-dead .." Sharon bursts 
into renewed sobs. 

Robert felt the blood drain from his face. ".. What?" he spoke, not believing what he just heard. No, he must 
have heard wrong. He could hear Sharon mumbling and then another voice spoke through the phone. 

"Hello, this is Dr. Charles Ryd Ms. den Adel would like me to tell you about what happened as she currently 
cannot. Ms. Turunen committed suicide this evening after your concert by a sleeping pill overdose. Ms. Turunen 
seems to have swallowed the pills with bleach. This was definitely a suicide . Ms. Turunen left a suicide note 
for Ms. den Adel. | suggest that you try your best to give Ms. den Adel the comfort she needs, which could 
mean giving her space and time to accept this. As you know, Ms. Turunen was a very special and important 
person to Ms. den Adel. Ms. den Adel has asked me to keep this from the newspapers until she has delivered 
this message to Ms. Turunen's former band and family members, as it was one of Ms. Turunen's last wishes. 
This is all | have to say." 

Then Sharon's voice made its way though the line. "I'll see you in ten minutes," was all she said. Then the phone 
clicked and the conversation ended. 

Exactly five seconds passed in complete silence. 

Then the room exploded. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Marjatta Turunen hummed under her breath as she kneaded the gingerbread dough. It was Christmas Eve, and 
that meant traditional food. Which included gingerbread men cookies. Teuvo Turunen was still at work and her 
sons, Timo and Tino, hadn't arrived from Joensuu yet. Her daughter Tarja could put make it for the Christmas 
dinner this year, much to Marjatta's displeasure. She was off touring with that one Dutch band .. What were 


they called again? 

Oh, yes. Within Temptation 

The Christmas music station played soothing music to the room, a smile appearing on Marjatta's face as she 
recognized what was playing. 

Tarja's infamous cover of Ave Maria. 

Marjatta grinned at the sound of her daughter's angelic and enchanting voice which filled the kitchen. What a 
lucky mother she was, to have a daughter with such a great talent and kindness. 

Just then the kitchen phone rang, and Marjatta rushed over to it to answer. 

"Hello, is this Marjatta or Teuvo?" A fragile-sounding female voice spoke through the other side of the line. 
"This is Marjatta, may | ask to whom | am speaking?" 

“Sharon den Adel." 

"Oh, Sharon, how nice to hear from you! How are you doing? How's Tarja?" 

Sharon's voice was silent. Then she spoke again, a newfound tremor in her voice. She seemed to be fighting to 
keep it calm. “That's why | called .. Tarja .. she .. she k-killed herself" Sharon's voice broke and Marjatta could 
hear her sobbing. 

Marjatta clutched the countertop for support, feeling her knees grow weak. Her whole body started to tremble 
and she could feel something within her falling, shattering. ".. What?" she whispered. 

‘lm .. 'm so s-sorry," Sharon sobbed. "I f-found her after |-last n-night's show. She overd-dosed and .." 
Marjatta dropped the phone, cutting off the rest of Sharon's sentence. No, no, that couldn't be. No. Not Tarja. 
"No," Marjatta breathed, suddenly feeling dizzy and light. "No ..” 


And with that, she toppled over, unconscious. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNNNNNN NN NNN NNN 


Tuomas sighed, scrolling through the list of e-mails that had appeared in his inbox. Post of them were titles 
Happy Birthday, which brought a smile to his face. But one in particular caught his attention. The subject line 
was simple, just one word, but it was the name of the woman whom he had so loved. 

Tarja. 


Frowning slightly, Tuomas clicked on the email, his eyes widening when he saw who the sender was. 
Hi Tuomas, 


First of all, Id lke to wish you a happy birthday. This is Sharon den Adel, the lead singer for the band Within 
Temptation Maybe you've heard of us, maybe not, but either way that doesn’t change what | wanted to fell you 
Im not sure if you knew this already, but Tarja Turunen, your ex-vocalist, was my girlfriend for a long time. | 
loved her with all my heart .. | still do. And, if what | heard is true, you did as well. That is why | am addressing 
this to you 

There is no subtle or easy way of felling you this. You probably already know from the tabloids that Tarja was 
touring with Within Temptation to promote our latest album. Two nights ago, we played a show in Toronto, Canada 
Affer the show was done, | couldn't find Tarja anywhere, and Í assumed that she had tired and returned to the 
hotel When | entered the hotel room which | shared with Tarja, | found that Tarja had committed suicide. She 
overdosed on sleeping pills and washed them down with bleach She left me a note saying that she wanted me to 
fell you and the rest of Nightwish, along with her family, before the newspapers reached you 


| would have phoned you, but I doubt that | could form one coherent sentence. Im crying as | write this, and every 
time | write her name shoots a bolt of pain through my heart. Nothing is the same since she died, and nothing will 
ever return fo the way it was before. 


/ am so sorry that | had to deliver this news on your birthday. 


Sharon den Adel 
Vocalist, Within Temptation 


Suddenly Tuomas's hands began to shake. He could feel the blood draining from his face as part of his heart 
was torn away from him. Nothing could express just how much this email had agonized him .. No that wasn't 
even an accurate word to describe how he was feeling. Nothing could express this, not even music. Something 
within him was gone, shattered, each of its pieces delving ever so slowly into his heart. 


"Tarja," he whispered. And then the tears began to flow. 


Tears and Scars 


She couldn't take it. Not another day, hour, minute, second of it. All day Sharon would simply stare at the wall, 
with no will to do anything, feeling the constant pound of her agonized heart beating away in her chest. How 
dare it beat so certainly, so loudly, when Tarja's had ceased, never to beat again, never to again be heard? It 
wasn't right. It wasn't fair. 

Within Temptation had cancelled all the remaining shows on the tour. The fans only expressed litle displeasure, 
knowing that they couldn't perform yet, especially Sharon, after Tarjas death. Tarja's fans were all in mourning. 
The newspapers had been a wreck since the news got out. If Sharon ever cast her eyes on the newspaper or 
the Internet, the first thing she would see would be Tarja's shining face staring back at her, with the bold title 
of ‘finland-born rockstar Tarja Turunen commits suicide! sending knives through her heart. 

Sharon knew that the boys wanted to help her. She could see it in their eyes, in their tones of voice. But she 
wouldn't let them. Or, more accurately, she didn't know how they could help. How could it have only been three 
weeks ago when she was actually happy, a woman who had everything she could ever want? It had only taken 
two and a half weeks for her to fall apart, for the happy Dutch rockstar to disappear, for Sharon to become 
nothing more than a small woman, trapped in her own private hell, with cuts for bracelets and tears for 
glasses. 

And then there were her children. Eva, Logan, and Robin. Eva was old enough to understand as she was 
thirteen years old and knew that Sharon needed to be alone often. But Logan and especially Robin just didn't 
understand. They knew that something bad had happened, but nothing else. It hurt Sharon to see them running 
around with grins on their faces, laughter in their voices, while she couldn't even force a smile. 

The day of Tarja's funeral passed too slowly for Sharon's liking. Sharon had ended up giving her eulogy, which 
she was sure nobody could understand, and hid in the church bathroom for the rest of the day until she 
could leave, shaking and crying. 

"Mom?" Eva poked her head in the living room where Sharon sat curled up on the couch. "Dad's on the phone. 
He said that he's coming over for dinner tonight." 

Sharon looked at her daughter, tears forming in her eyes. She didn't say anything. 

"Mom?" Eva slowly made her way over to her mother, wrapping her arms around Sharon's thin form. How 
many pounds had she lost since Tarja died? Ten? Fifteen? And it had only been two and a half weeks. 

"Alright," Sharon said after a few moments of silence. 

"Mom .. l'm not sure what | can do to help you .. but | want you back. You've been so distant lately, and l'm 
scared that you'll stay this way. | know that you knew and loved her a lot more than | did, but | think that you 
have to at least try to let her go. That's what you said that she wanted" Eva bit her lip. Tarja's name hadn't 
been spoken once since she died. 

A tear rolled down Sharon's cheek. "She said that because she thought that | deserved someone better than 
her. She couldn't believe that | truly loved her. So she wanted for me to forget her. She wanted her to be 
nothing but a distant memory in my past. She wanted me to marry Dad or something .. to be happy with 
someone else that her. She just didn't believe .." Sharon let out a small sob. 

Eva seemed to be at a loss for words. Then she said, "I love you, Mom .. and | want you to get better .. so 
can you find a way for it to hurt less without you forgetting her?" 

Sharon shook her head. "I don't think itll ever stop hurting. But | love you too .. | promise that I'll try, sweetie." 


"Promise?" 


"| promise." 

Eva stood up and left the room, making her way upstairs. Sharon just sat there, a feeling of guilt brewing in 
her stomach. Was that a promise that she could keep? She must. She would have to. It was her daughter .. 
Eva .. one of the few people who really meant something to her. 

Suddenly she heard her daughter singing from her room. She could feel a small twinge of pride in her heart 
amongst the pain Her daughter had inherited Sharon's talent for singing, and loved nothing more than singing 


her mother's songs. Then suddenly Sharon burst into tears as she recognized the song. 


"On behalf of her love, 

She no longer sleeps 

Life had no longer meaning, 
Nothing to make her stay. 
She sold her soul away ..." 


"Oh, Eva .." Sharon whispered. It chilled and pained her to hear her daughter singing that song. It felt like Eva 
was singing to her. Sharon closed her eyes, muffling her sobs in her sleeve. 

Sharon jumped as the doorbell rang. Eva's singing was abruptly cut off and Sharon heard her daughter's 
bedroom door fling open before the sound of light feet running down the stairs. There was the sound of the 
front door opening, and then .. 

"Eval How are you?" 

"Hi Dad, I'm okay. Mom's ... in the living room," Eva's voice quietened. 

Robert paused. "Alright. I'll make dinner after | say hi to your mother." 

"Okay," came Eva's voice, and she made her way back upstairs. 

Sharon could hear Robert unzipping his coat and taking off his boots. Then his worried face peeked in the 
doorway of the living room. "Sharon?" He flicked on the light, his eyes growing wide at the sight of his ex- 
girlfriend. 

Sharon said nothing. 

"Oh, Sharon .." Robert rushed into the room, seeing how Sharon had curled herself up into a protective ball. 
Her brown hair was disheveled and knotted, her brown eyes swollen, red, and sunken, and her cheeks had 
hollowed out. The loose clothing that she wore did little to hide how thin Sharon had become, and her skin was 
pale as sheet. "It's not getting any easier, is it?" 

Sharon shook her head. "How could it?" Sharon said after a moment of silence. "I loved her. And she killed 
herself on me. And now the only thing | see whenever | go out are newspapers and newscasts that all 
broadcast her death." Her voice was eerily emotionless. 

Sharon could see how Robert's attention was suddenly drawn to something on her hand, which Sharon realized 
a second too late was a trickle of dried blood from her forearm. Sharon tried to pull back, but Robert had 
already forced Sharon's loose sleeve up, exposing the result of Sharon's pain and misery. 

Robert's eyes grew wide and his hands shook as he let go of her sleeve, letting it fall back down again A 
suffocating silence passed between the two of them before Robert spoke. "Why, Sharon?" 

Sharon turned away. "It would hurt less if someone flayed off my skin, put me on a Catherine Wheel and 
stoned me to death." 

"Sharon .." Roberts voice was nothing more than an agonized plead. 


"| wish that it wasn't like this. | wish that | was dead. Then | could be with her .. And even if there's nothing 


after death, | wouldn't feel anything," Sharon whispered. 

"But then you couldn't love her if you couldn't feel anything," Robert clutched Sharon's hands. 

"| would give anything not to feel for her," Sharon countered, her voice less stable than she wished it to be. "If 
| didn't feel for her, | wouldn't be like this. | would be an outsider, who couldn't understand what her loved ones 
felt." 

"But —" 

"| wish that | could reverse time. | wish that we never collaborated for Paradise." 

Robert seemed to be at a loss for words. Then he stood up and said, "I'm going to go make dinner. Do you have 
pasta?" 

“There's a box of spaghetti noodles in the kitchen cupboard." 

Robert nodded slowly and left the room, leaving Sharon to bury her head in her hands, her eyes empty of 


tears. She couldn't cry any more, even if she wanted To. She was all cried out. 


Past Lives 


Author's Notes: 
This is a flashback chapter so don't get confused when this chapter doesn't follow the past ones. 


Sharon had just sat herself down at her kitchen table with a cup of steaming coffee when she heard her 
doorbell ring. 

Her nerves filled with anticipation, Sharon rushed over to the front door to answer it. She could barely stifle 
the gasp that threatened to escape her mouth as she saw the woman who stood in front of her. Somehow, 
she looked even more beautiful in real life, her dyed black hair fluttering in the wind Mentally, Sharon forced 
herself to remember the dismissal letter that had been given to the woman nine years ago, how she had been 
accused of diva-like behaviour. Sharon couldn't let looks deceive her. 

"Hello, I'm Tarja Turunen ... Is it too early?" The woman asked, a nervous smile forming on her lips. 

Sharon smiled, shook her head, and extended her hand in greeting. "Sharon den Adel. And not at all .. | was 
expecting you. Come in" 

Tarja shook Sharon's hand, her smile becoming a bit more confident and followed the Dutch singer into the 
kitchen. 

"Would you like anything? Tea or coffee?" Sharon offered, motioning to the coffee maker and kettle. 

"Tea would be rice, thanks .. If it's not too much trouble, of course," Tarja shuffled her feet in nervousness. 
Sharon couldn't hold back the laugh that escaped her mouth. How different this woman was in reality compared 
to the tabloids! "No trouble at alll Have a seat and make yourself at home. Robert and the kids are still 
sleeping." 

Tarja's eyes widened. "Oh, I'm sorry, | should have rung the doorbell, | -" 

Just as those words left her mouth, Robert walked into the kitchen, dressed in a simple white t-shirt and 
jeans. "Morning, honey," Robert pecked a short kiss on his girlfriend's lips. Then he turned to Tarja, his smile 
widening. "You must be Tarja. How are you?" 

"Good, thanks, yourself?" 

Robert raised his eyebrows at his girlfriend, obviously surprised at Tarja's polite behaviour. Sharon simply 
shrugged. "l'm good, thank you," was all Robert said. 

"l'm sorry if | woke you up by ringing the doorbell, | wasn't thinking .. | hope that | didn't wake your children up 
too," Tarja wrung her hands in distress. 

"N-no, that's fine," Robert stuttered, surprised, "I was in the shower when you rung. And Robin and Logan can 
sleep through anything. | think that Eva was already -" 

"Daddy? Who -" Eva's face appeared in the kitchen, her words suddenly failing her as she spotted Tarja. 
Suddenly Eva let out a squeal, unable to contain herself as she ran forward and embraced Tarja in a tight hug. 
Tarja, caught off guard, stumbled and fell into the kitchen table, grimacing as her lower back hit the corner. 
Sharon rushed forward, pulling Eva off of a startled Tarja. "I'm so sorry, are you okay?" 

Tarja nodded. "Yeah, just caught off guard," she said, turning to Eva with a smile. "Now, how about a hug that 
doesn't make me fall over?" 


Eva grinned and embraced Tarja tightly. 


"Eva's a big fan," Robert explained, grinning. 

Tarja laughed. "Yeah, | can see that." 

‘Mommy, can | show Tarja my CD collection? | have all of her records, can | show them to her? Please?" Eva 
asked Sharon, a begging puppy dog look on her face. 

"Sure, sweets, but if Tarja doesn't want to -" 

Tarja immediately shook her head. "I'd love tol" she smiled. 

Sharon giggled as Eva took Tarja's hand and dragged her away from the Dutch couple. Tarja shot Sharon an 


amused glance before disappearing upstairs with Eva. 


"Wow, are these all yours?" 

Tarja's fingers grazed the two full bookcases of CDs. She spotted many rock and metal hits, and grinned as she 
saw a whole shelf dedicated to Nirvana 

Eva shook her head. "Most of them are Mommy and Daddy's. But these are all mine. Colours h The Dark is 
over there by the music player .. | was listening to it before you came." She motioned to the bottom shelf. 
Tarja’ eyes widened. All of her records, with the exception of Colours h The Dark sat happily on the shelf. She 
could feel a small shred of pain work its way into her heart as she noted that Eva also owned all of 
Nightwish's records as well. "So you're really into rock, aren't you?" 

Eva nodded. "I listen to Mommy and Daddy's band too. Mommy always sings for me. Is it true that you and 
Mommy are going to sing together?" 

Tarja smiled and nodded. "Yeah, and we were talking about maybe shooting a video for it too.” 

"Oh, | hope you dol It would be so awesome, and you and Mommy are so beautiful, it would be perfect!" Eva 
enthused. 

Tarja laughed. "Come on, let's go back downstairs." 

Eva grinned and followed the Finn, bouncing with happiness. 


Sharon tapped her fingers on her thigh nervously. In about twenty minutes, they would start shooting the 
video. Which would mean in twenty minutes she would see Tarja again 

"Sharon, are you okay?" Sharon's hairdresser momentarily stopped spraying the singer's hair with hairspray, 
looking at her worriedly. "You seem distressed.” 

Sharon forced a smile. "lm just nervous. Tarja's pretty big." 

The hairdresser nodded. "I understand, just making sure." 

Sharon looked at her hands, biting her lip. She knew that it wasn't just nerves. Something within her had 
changed since Tarja arrived. Sharon was happier, she laughed more, and she felt a strange yearning for Tarja 
that she couldn't place her finger on She felt herself cherishing the moments that they had together, and 
falling in love with the Finn's smile, laugh, voice. She would lay awake at night, picturing Tarja's smile in front of 
her eyes. Sharon couldn't admit it to herself, but she knew that she had fallen for the Finnish woman. And 
then she would mentally slap herself because she had a boyfriend. 

"There you go," the hairdresser said a moment later. "Hair's done. You might want to get your video clothing 
on." 

Sharon looked down at her sweatpants and blue t-shirt and sighed. She had already done a photoshoot in the 


morning with a different style of makeup and hair. She felt like a mannequin, being constantly remade. 


Tarja shook in anticipation as she waited for Sharon for the video shooting. All around her, people were setting 


up lights, props, cameras, and who knows what else. She walked around the studio a bit to try to get rid of 
her nervousness, sitting down in a chair in a comer of the room when she realized that it wasn't going to do 
anything for her. 

Five, ten minutes passed before Sharon showed up. Tarja immediately sprung to her feet, a broad grin on her 
face. "Hi Sharon!" Tarja grinned, a warm fuzzy feeling starting to form in her stomach. Sharon rushed over to 
her, her face lit up with a smile. 

"Hey Tarja, how did it feel to have your hair yanked by my hairstylists for the first time?" Sharon grinned. 
Tarja couldn't help but laugh. "Painful but rewarding," she giggled. "I usually don't do much more than curl it, if 
that" 

Sharon joined in laughing, embracing Robert shortly as he walked over. Tarja afterwards did the same, suddenly 
unable to look at Sharon. Her smile faded as she turned away, her heart beating painfully in her chest. 

Why do you feel this way? Tarja asked herself. You're married, and Sharon has a boyfriend who loves her. And 
she loves him. You shouldn't feel this way! 

Tarja speed walked to the bathroom, desperate to get away from the pair of lovers, telling herself that it 
couldn't happen, that it was impossible. She knew that, of course, but deep in her gut, there was a vicious and 
selfish part of her that wanted to rip Sharon and Robert apart and take Robert's place in Sharon's life. A part 
of her who wanted Robert out of Sharon's life for good. The part of her that got her kicked out of Nightwish. 
When you're done with the video and photoshoot, you're getting on an earlier flight back to Buenos Aires, Tarja 
told herself. You're going to go back to Marcelo and love him and forget about Sharon entirely. 

Tarja knew that that couldn't happen. Even if she used all of her will to try and forget Sharon, it just wouldn't 
happen. Letting out a small sigh, she rested her chin on her hands, her elbows balancing on the bathroom sink 


counter, willing the tears in her eyes to disappear. 


"And just when | thought everything was done," Tarja mumbled in annoyance under her breath. She and Within 
Temptation were all now trooping over to a different part of the studio for the photo shoot and she couldn't 
wait to get back to the hotel so she could stop staring at Sharon's lips and wondering what it would be like to 
kiss her, to bury her hands in the Dutch singer's hair, to tear off her jacket and - 

Stop, Tarja commanded herself. She couldn't be thinking like this. In two days, she would leave the Netherlands 
for her home in Argentina. She would begin touring for Colours In The Dark And, with luck, she would never 
see Sharon again. 

"Tarja, what's up? You look upset" 

Tarja looked up to see Jeroen looking at her. She shook her head. "It's nothing," she lied. "I just didn't get enough 
sleep last night and shooting the video tired me out." 

Jeroen nodded in understanding. "I know that feeling.” 

Tarja forced a smile, her eyes wandering over to where Sharon stood. She couldn't help but think that Sharon 
was so sexy, standing there in that black leather jacket and heeled boots. And then there was that longing 
again, and she knew that it wasn't just a simple longing for Sharon's body. Sure, Tarja wanted that and was 
severely turned on by Sharon's mere glance, but she knew that she was attracted to her. She wanted her to 
be in her life, to date each other, to marry, to love each other like in a Disney movie. She turned away from 


the group, feeling tears once again well in her eyes. 


"We need to talk," 


Sharon could see the smile slide off of Roberts face and the happiness leave his eyes at those words. A look 


of worry planted itself on the guitarists face. 

"Did | do anything?" Robert asked, slowly making his way over to his girlfriend after taking off his boots. 
Sharon took a deep breath and forced out the words that had been hanging on her tongue. "I need to stop 
seeing you," she whispered, her heart hammering in her chest. 

"What?" Robert blanched. 

"This ... Us .. It needs to end. | can't continue my life with you, Robert ... I'm sorry.’ 

"But why, Sharon?" Robert grasped Sharon's hand, but she pulled away. 

‘lm sorry .. | just |. |.. | love someone else, and | don't want to cheat on you. | just don't love you the same 
way | did sixteen years ago," Sharon looked away. 

Silence passed between the two musicians. Then Sharon heard Robert taking a shaky breath, and her eyes grew 
wide as she swivelled around and saw tears on his cheeks. Then Robert spoke. "I - | understand, Sharon. But ... 
What are we going to do with the kids?" 

"We'll .. We'll raise them together. They can .. live with one of us and the other will visit every .. week or so. | 
don't know. | just -" 

Robert cut Sharon off. "I get it. You .. You take them. I'll visit." 

Sharon felt tears brimming her eyes. "Thank you for .. understanding. | was afraid that you'd yell at me." 
Robert shook his head. "| wouldn't yell at you. But can | ask you something?" 

Sharon nodded, but didn't say anything. 

"Who did you fall in love with?" 

Sharon froze. She turned away and hugged herself before turning her head towards Robert, just in time to see 
a tear fall from his eye. Sharon felt a brick of guilt slide down her throat and she let out a sob. "Tarja," she 
said through her tears. 

"What?" Robert's eyes went wide and his eyebrows rocketed up. 

"Don't .. don't tell her .. please," Sharon begged him. "It's not .. Its not puppy love or anything. | love her .. and 
it's so so strong ... and ..”" 

"| won't. | promise." 

‘I'm sorry," Sharon whispered. 

Robert looked at his feet. "I'm going to be at .. Ruud's. I'll, um, never mind. Bye." 

Just before the hotel room door closed, Sharon heard of sob escape Robert's mouth. She felt the guilt crash 
down on her once again and she slid down the wall, tears welling in her eyes. Robert had always been so 
accepting, so loving, and she had just let him down. Broken up with him. And he had just stood there and 
accepted it. 


Sharon felt like the worst person ever. 


Knock, knock, knock. 

Sharon looked up, surprised, and shuffled over to the door. Crossing her fingers that it wasn't Ruud who had 
come to talk about Robert, she opened the door. 

"Hi Sha - are you alright?" Tarja asked, a worried look on her face. 

Instantly, Sharon's insides lit up with a fire. She opened the door wider to let Tarja in. "lm okay ... Come in" 
Tarja stepped into the hotel room and stepped out of her boots without saying anything. 

"Would you like some tea?" Sharon offered. 

Tarja shook her head. "No thanks. Can you tell me, Sharon?" 


Sharon turned to face Tarja, confusion brewing in her stomach. "What do you mean?" 


"What happened? | can tell that you're distressed." 

Sharon took a deep breath and surrendered. "| broke up with Robert." 

"Oh," Tarja looked at her feet. "I'm sorry. | shouldn't have asked." 

‘Its alright .. It was bound to happen," Sharon told her, biting back the ‘| love you' that threatened to spill over 
her lips. 

"Oh," Tarja said again, looking like she couldn't think of anything else to say. Her next words took Sharon by 
surprise. "| have a .. problem. | don't think | love Marcelo anymore." 

Sharon's eyebrows rocketed up. "What do you mean?" 

"| love someone else." 

| wish it was me, Sharon thought, biting her lip. But she didn't say that. "That's why | broke up with Robert. 
But | guess you'll have to do some soul-searching before you take a step forward. In either direction” 

Its not that easy. | know what | want but she doesn't love me like | love her. We're just ... friends," Tarja said, 
picking at her cuticles. 

"She .. well that's something new." 

"You don't hate me for that, do you?" Tarja looked at Sharon, her lip trembling. 

Sharon instantly shook her head. "No. The person who | love is also a woman, but she doesn't love me either, 
so | guess we're even" 

Tarja chanced a watery smile at Sharon. "Who do you love?" 

Sharon let out a shaky breath, her heart beating rapidly in her chest. 

"Woah, Sharon, you don't have to tell me if you don't want to. You're going to faint if you keep 
hyperventilating,” Tarja touched Sharon's shoulder lightly. 

It was that touch that forced the words out of Sharon's mouth. "You," she said. 

".. What?" Tarjas eyes went wide. 

"You," Sharon repeated. "I love you." 

All the blood drained from Tarja's face. Her mouth opened and closed, forming silent words, as she stared at 
Sharon. Finally, she spoke. "You're serious?" 

Sharon could only nod. "I mean it," she whispered, "and I'm sorry." 

"Why?" 

"Because everything is going to be awkward between us from now on" 

Tarja shook her head. "No." 

"Why wouldn't it be?" 

As an answer, Tarja leaned in and tentatively pressed her lips upon Sharon's. The Dutch woman shuddered and 
recoiled from the kiss. 

| thought you wanted this," Tarja turned away from Sharon, the hurt obvious in her shaky voice. 

"I dol" Sharon suddenly yelled, unable to locate where the anger in her voice was coming from. "I just don't 
want your pity! | don't want you to kiss me because you feel sorry for me! | want you to kiss me because 
you mean it! But you don't, so good luck with the other girl who stole your heart" Sharon motioned towards 
the door, a clear indication that she wanted Tarja to leave. 

Tarjas eyes filled with tears. "But | do mean it," she whispered. "You're the girl who stole my heart!" 

"What?" Sharon breathed, her body suddenly frozen. 

"You're the one who | lovel | kissed you because | meant it, and | wanted to show you how | feel, not because | 
felt sorry for youl Please .. believe me, Sharon!" Tarja grabbed Sharon's hand, her grip like a vice. 

Sharon simply sat at the table, unable to do anything, her brain still processing the information. Then suddenly 


she launched off her seat, grabbed Tarja and kissed her. The Finn automatically responded to the kiss, wrapping 
her arms around Sharon and holding her close while Sharon buried her hands in Tarja's hair. Then Sharon 
started to laugh, tears of happiness brewing in her eyes. "You meant that?" Sharon asked, not going to bother 
to fight the smile on her face. 

Tarja's grin seemed to light up the room. She nodded, stepping forwards to hug Sharon's slim form. Sharon 
pulled Tarja in her arms, shaking with laughter. But then a thought suddenly struck the Dutch woman, which 
instantly banished her happiness. 

"What about Marcelo and Naomi?" Sharon asked. She could see the effect that this had on the Finn, and 
instantly felt guilty about ever mentioning them. 

"IIl have to tell Marcelo, at least. I'll fly back to Buenos Aries in a couple days and then I'll ask for a divorce. | 
couldn't go back and live with him .. not after this." 

"Are you serious?” 

Tarja nodded. 

Suddenly Sharon burst into uncontrollable tears. 

The smile on Tarja's face quickly slid off her lips as she looked at Sharon, bent over with weeping. "Sharon? 
Are you okay?" 

Sharon nodded but continued to sob. "I'm t-too h-happy!" Sharon all but shouted. 

Tarja began to laugh, bending over to pick Sharon up. "This is one of the happiest days of my life," she told 


her. 


Change 
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Sharon twirled her spaghetti around her fork, not having the will to bring the food to her mouth. 

"Sharon, you have to eat," Robert sighed, setting down his own fork. "Look at how skinny you've become." 

"I'm not hungry," Sharon mumbled. 

"What have you had to eat today?" Robert asked her. 

Sharon paused to think, but her memories seemed to be in a haze. "An orange, | think." 

"That's it?" Robert demanded. 

Sharon nodded slowly. "I think so." 

"Then you have to eat. You're not getting enough," Robert picked up Sharon's fork and guided it towards her 
mouth in a childish manner. "C'mon. Eat." 

Reluctantly, Sharon opened her mouth, allowing Robert to feed her as if she was two years old again Robin and 
Logan thought that the image of their father feeding their mother was ridiculous, and unanimously burst into 
laughter. But Eva stared at her plate, tears welling in her eyes. 

Sharon, seeing how much this distressed her daughter, was about to grab her fork from Robert when 
suddenly a memory struck her of Sharon doing the same thing to Tarja, the both of then giggling at a 
restaurant table as Sharon spoon-fed Tarja crème brûlée. 

Sharon gasped as a wave of nausea hit her and pushed her chair away from the table, running to the 
bathroom and vomiting in the toilet. Tears ran down her cheeks as the memories consumed her, trapping her 
in a bittersweet prison. 

"Sharon!" Robert cried, bursting into the bathroom. He rushed over to the Dutch singer and placed his hand on 
her shoulder as she retched. 

"I can't eat any more," Sharon gasped, standing up on shaky legs. "I think I'll go to bed" 

"Sharon -" Robert began, but Sharon shook her head and headed upstairs, wrapping her arms around herself 
as a form of self-comfort. 

‘Mommy's gone to bed," Sharon could hear Robert telling the kids. 

"Why?" was the chorus of three. 

"She's ... tired" 

Sharon staggered over to her room and buried herself in the covers, wishing that Tarja was there beside her. 
But she wasn't. The Finn lay a mile away, six feet under hard soil, never to move again. "Why, Tarja?" Sharon 
asked for the millionth time. She turned over and stared at her bedside table, where a silver-grey razor sat, 
it's edges stained with blood Sharon's blood. 

Sharon reached for it and pushed herself up, squinting at it. / will save you, it seemed to say. Use me and youll 
feel better. 

Letting out a small breath, Sharon gave in to the razor's will, dragging it across her wrist, pushing down hard. 
Her fingers slackened at the end and the razor fell onto the growing stain on blood. Sharon pushed herself out 


of bed and suddenly felt a sense of dizziness come over her. She fought for consciousness, holding Tarja's 


image in her mind. /m sorry, she thought, directing the words downstairs to her ex-boyfriend and children. And 


then she let go, falling away from the conscious world around her into black. 


Sharon woke to the beeping of machines. Opening her eyes blearily, she looked around her, only to be met with 
pristine white walls and those beeping machines. As an antiseptic smell met her nose a word formed in her 
head. 

Hospital 

Sharon tried to sit up, only to be met with a searing pain that jolted up her left arm. She looked down to see 
her wrist heavily bandaged and and IV line in the back of her hand. The memories of before rushed into her 
head and she fell back into her pillow, fighting tears. 

Looking around, she slammed her right hand on the button that would call a nurse or doctor. Approximately 
thirty seconds later, a nurse poked her head into the room, a smile appearing on her face when she saw 
Sharon awake. 

"Hi Sharon, how are you doing?" the nurse asked. 

Shitty," Sharon replied, glaring at her. "Why am | here?" 

"Your boyfriend found you last night," she replied, unfazed by Sharon's rudeness. "My name's Melanie, by the 
way." She walked over to Sharon's bed and pressed a button that raised Sharon into a sitting position 

"By ‘boyfriend do you mean Robert? We broke up three years ago. | thought that the press would have told 
you that." 

Melanie shrugged. "Since he was over at your house with your children, | assumed that you got back 
together." 

"Well, don't assume. Ask," Sharon spat. 

"Sorry. Should | go get him and your kids? They're in the waiting room." 

"Just him. Not the kids. How long have | been unconscious?" Sharon asked on an afterthought. 

"Two days.” 

Sharon's eyes widened. "And they're still here?" 

"Robert takes your children home in the afternoons, but they've visited every morning and ask about you," 
Melanie shot Sharon a smile which the singer didn't return. 

"Just get him," Sharon told her, turning away. 

The door closed, leaving Sharon alone. Three minutes later, a flustered looking Robert burst into the room. 
‘Sharon! Oh my, God, you're awake, | was so afraid .." Robert rushed over to her and drew a chair over to her 
bed. 

"How did you find me?" Sharon's tone was icy. 

Robert recoiled slightly. "I was eating with the kids and then | heard something fall in your room. | had a bad 
feeling about it, so | went upstairs, opened the door to your bedroom and you were .. there. | thought you 
were dead, you looked so pale and there was blood everywhere. So | called an ambulance and they brought you 
here." 

Sharon glared at the bandage on her wrist. "I should have stayed in bed," she muttered. "Then you wouldn't 
have heard me." 

"Sharon .. You don't mean that .." Robert clasped her hand in his, but she drew away. 

"Why wouldn't 1?!" Sharon shrieked. "Every day since she died has been hell for me! | don't understand why it's 
such a problem if | die, everyone does eventually! So why not bring it sooner than later?" 


Robert shook his head, growing paler and paler. "Because you'd leave me behind. The kids. The band. Your family. 


We all love you, do you know what your death would do to us? Tarja dying is already enough!" 

It was Sharon's turn to blanch. Then she screamed suddenly, "Tarja dying is more than enough! | can't take it! | 
want to die so | can be with her again, so there is no more pain! | don't care if that's selfish, and | know that 
it's never going to get better, because / love her! The last three words were screamed with so much force 
that Sharon's throat felt like it might tear. Tears ran down her cheeks. 

Robert stood up so suddenly that the chair that he was sitting on toppled over. Tears glistened in his eyes as 
well. "Well, if you don't care about me or your family or friends, at least think of Eva, Robin, and Logan!" he 
bellowed. "They need a mother!" 

Sharon stiffened at those words before slumping backwards onto her pillows. "What am | going to do?" she 
whispered. 

Robert righted the chair and sat back down. "Live," he told her, "and get help from a counsellor." 

Sharon stared at her wrist. "A counsellor isn't going to help." 

"Then what will?" 

"You," she said, reaching for Robert's hand. "Don't leave me alone." 

A small smile appeared an Robert's face and he grasped Sharon's outstretched hand. "Never." 

Sharon managed to return a watery smile, knowing that everything would change now that she had Robert 


agai n. 


